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The old man got up from a huge flat-topped desk oh which
everything was arranged in neat order and bowed in the stiff
fashion which Theo did not know was caused by his living
within a steel tube, as a caddis grub lives within a bit of
hollow wood or straw. Everything in the room looked new
and smelled new. Even Sim looked new. He had a childish
pride in his new status. But his language was as old as on
that night when Theo had first heard his voice issuing from
the small house into which Grace Satterfield had dis-
appeared. " All well ? " Dan asked.

" It had bloody well better be," Sim growled, " or I'll
want to know why. I'm on the track of one or two
things, I can tell you. Come and have a look round, Mr.
Chrystal."

Theo stepped further into the room, on to the new carpet,
and contemplated the new filing-cabinets, the new curtains,
the new pictures on the wall. One was The Thin Red Line,
another an engraving of Florence Nightingale as the Lady
with the Lamp. Theo stopped before this,-and Sim said:
" Yes, that's the bloody woman. A sergeant of dragoons. I'll
tell you about her some day,"

" But not now, Sim/' Dan begged.   " We're busy/'

It was a nice room, Theo thought. Though this was but
September, a fire was lit and there were bronze chrysanthe-
mums in a cut-glass bowl on the table. " From Dan's house
at Didsbury/' said Sim.

Out in the corridor, Theo was again puzzled by the
complexity of his own thoughts. Fundamentally, this was
all nothing, a bubble posed on the weekly reiteration of the
meaningless. But, all the same, you couldn't get beyond
certain solid facts. There was old Simon Dunkerley, happy
in his way, handsomely housed, and, as Dan had said, he
might have been doing the job of that commissionaire
downstairs. And if it came to that, the commissionaire
himself, to say nothing of hundreds of other people, and
newsagents and bookstall-keepers up and down the country,
were all beneficially affected by the existence of Hard Facts.
It was perplexing. How much of the work of the world,
Theo wondered, was based on the existence of nonsense, how
much necessary bread was derived from the punctual
provision of the unnecessary ?

These thoughts were dispersed as soon as he entered Dan
Dunkerley's room for there George Satterfield was waiting,